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For if doubt were not,
Whose sore shafts spare not?
Large life would care not

For death's poor hour,
Seeing all life's season
By love's sweet reason

Made wise would seem in his eyes a flower.

Countess of Argyle.    Did you hear that?

Robert Stuart.                                           What ?

Queen.                            Nothing but sweet words.

Countess of Argyle. I heard a cry i' the wind as of
one hurt.

Arthur Erskine.    There is no wind up, madam.

Queen.                                             Peace, I pray ;

It was your own sense mocked you. Hear it through \
There should be more, and sadder.

Countess of Argyle.                        Nay, I heard.

B.IZZIO (stngs).

By Love's side flying
As Time went crying
Glad news and lying

In all men's ears,
With blind feet gliding
She came deriding
Their joyous tiding

That ends in tears ;
From Time's side failing
As Love sank quailing,
Her strong wings sailing

Made all heads cower,
Her wings untethered,
With fleet thoughts feathered,

Made weak the summer and bleak the
flower.